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Chapter One 
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An eerie feeling has encompassed a once thriving theme park. In a way, he got his wish. Mr. Devereaux's plot 
to ruin the park and KISS had failed initially, but not long after the chaos he'd wrought with his robots 
business seemed to fail. Everyone had thought it was over when they discovered him catatonic in his 


computer chair of his lair, but they were wrong. 


A limping figure supports himself on a cane as his dusty shoes shuffle across the dusty floor of a laboratory 
straight out a sci fi film. Bony and dry fingers flick a switch and the lights come back on, giving an air of a 
corpse taking a fresh breath. Endoskeletons, half finished torsos, and blank computers greeted their old master. 


"Ah," a husky voice smirked with cracking lips. "My babies, at least no one was able to hurt you," he spoke 
with a weak chuckle. He made his way to a table where what remained of a broken robot clad in armor and 
black leather lay. 

He scowled at the parts and clenched the tip of his cane in anger. 

"Mr. Demon," he called the pile of scrap. "The years have gone by, but this time..oh this time will be different," 


he looked to another pile of parts similar to the one he'd spoken to. In it was a head with the face of Catman, 
the KISS drummer. 


He walked over and picked the head up, holding like some Shakespearean actor. 

they'll be a dead ringer," Devereaux slowly began to chuckle, his psychotic merriment grew to engulf the dusty 
lab with manic laughter. 

Not too far from the abandoned park, much more entertaining and lively events were happening. KISS, the 
infamous rock group, was in town for a concert and there was no shortage of soldiers for the KISS army. In 
fact, the army was only growing, including two young women. 

"Can you believe it?! Tomorrow we're seeing KISS!!!" one giggled, struggling to hide her enthusiasm as they 


walked past the concert hall. "To top it all off, this is my first time in California," 


"Mine too." said the other with a smile. "I'm really looking forward to tomorrow's concert!* She added a jump 
to her step for emphasis, fist bumping the sky. The two girls had only met recently, but became fast friends. 


As they continued walking, the ruins of an amusement park came into view, though it was still a ways off 


The towering, metal contraptions seemed almost out of place. As if it were from another time. Age and rust 


having long taken over this place. The overall atmosphere seemed to choke on abandonment and gloom. 
These two females weren't the only ones observing it either. 


"Can you believe we're back here?" Paul looked over to his long time friend Gene put down the bass he was 


tuning and turned his attention to the dilapidating park in the distance. 
"Hopefully, this time there won't be any kidnapping and replacing us with robots again." 
"Yeah, that Devereaux sure had our looks down" 


Gene picked up his bass and gave the chords a sound test. "But they didn't have the sound!" Both men shared 


a laugh between each other. 


Paul glanced back in the direction of the park. A sense of foreboding in his subconscious that wouldn't let him 
be at piece of mind. Would their being here bring forth some sort of trouble? Or was he just being paranoid 
since the last time they were here, they almost didn't get out alive. 


Gene, having known the StarChild for so long, easily picked up on his friend's tense mood. He sighed, getting up 


and leaving for a minute. When he returned, he held in his callous hands a red box. 


"Paul. We made it through thick and thin together. You know, as well as |; the dangers that these artifacts can 
hold in the wrong hands." 


The StarChild cast his eyes upon the red box in the hands of the Demon 

"If it helps, we can lock them somewhere safe until the concert is over." 

Paul shook his head. "No, we'll do what we always do with them." 

Gene smiled slightly. "And we'll do what we do best, just like last time." 

The two clapped a hand of each together and laughed, it was as if they were 20 again and nothing had 
changed, minus a couple new faces. 

"Hey guys, sorry we're late," Eric came in with bags of food. 

"You'd think being California there would be enough fast food places to meet the crowd, but apparently not," 
Tommy shrugged as he struggled to balance multiple drinks. He sighed with praise as Paul helped him set them 


down on trunks so his hands were finally free. 


"Bout time! I'm starving," Gene chuckled as he yanked up a burger and dove in. The others followed suit, while 


enjoying their few moments of peace Eric glanced over to the ruins. 
"Isn't that California Park?" he asked. "You two had some history there," 


"Hmm?" Tommy asked. Being the youngest at 55, he'd very much missed the adventures of the past. "What 


you guys have been here before?" 
"Mhm," Gene nodded, mouth full of food. 


"Yea, some big deal with a mad scientist. That's about all | know from Ace," Eric commented as he sipped his 


drink. 


"You guys don't think he'll be around do ya?" Tommy asked nervously. 


"| doubt it, after the fiasco the guy went catatonic. If he's even still alive it's in some psych ward," Paul 


explained. 


"Huh, well thats good. Least you guys took care of it," Tommy dove into his food. Paul looked out over the 


ruins again and his eye seemed to glow a faint lavender. 

"I hope we did Tommy. | hope we did," he said ominously. 

"Come onl | wanna check out that park before it gets dark" One of the females, a tall brunette, dragged the 
other towards the old amusement park. Whether or not the other was willing to go didn't deter her from 
grabbing the other's wrist and running as fast as she could. Old, possibly haunted, places were the best, at 


least in her mind. 


Arriving at the gate, she finally slowed to a stop. Even though she was out of breath, her excitement didn't 
lessen in the slightest. 


"Wow... Look at this place!" She exclaimed. 


Meanwhile, in the depths of his underground lair, Devereaux managed to get the park's security system up 
amd running again. The generator may have been old and dusty, but it still has a few volts left on it. 


He was thankful for the electricity being stable. It meant he didn't have to make more trips than necessary to 
the surface. The feeling of sitting in his old chair, his old throne, felt like he was a great king having returned 
home. 

Abner began to move and test various cameras. A few traps here and there. Almost everything seemed to be 
as it was. And whatever wasn't or needed fixing, simply just wouldn't be used. He is a brilliant man. Surely, a 
few trap doors being stuck won't hinder him but so much. 

He checked the screens, giving each one a clearing as he did so. His attention was quickly captured upon seeing 
two young women at the gate of his park. This brought back memories. A devious grin spread across his 


visage. 


"Welcome, ladies. Allow me to greet you to my kingdom." 


"As tempting as this is, isn't it breaking and entering?" her companion arched her brow. 
"Oh come on, people on youtube do it all the time," the other encouraged. 


Its not breaking in if | invite you," Devereaux chuckled to himself as he flicked a switch. The girls yelped in 


surprise as the gates opened before them. 
"Ok I'm gone," the other yelped. 


"Wait wait wait, | probably did it when | touched it. These hinges are so old they're probably tilted and they fell 


open," the other encouraged. 


"You do know when people try to rationalize stuff like that in movies, it's never why said thing happens," her 
friend replied. 


"You watch too many horror movies," her friend laughed. The two looked back up at the skeleton work of rides 


and took timid steps in. Devereaux laughed loudly, it was like mice to the snap trap. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Two chapters in one day! New personal best! 


Paul jerked his head up, his eye glowed bright purple as he stared off toward the park. A black star formed 
around his eye. The other three looked up in shock and surprise. 


"Paull What is it?!" Tommy asked. 

"Trouble! Two girls don't know what lion's den they're being lured in to! Three guess which den," he snarled. 
"You can't be serious?!" Gene jumped up. 

"The eye never lies Demon, they're in trouble," 


"Good, I'm ready to stretch my claws," Eric wiped food from his chin. 


The two girls walked cautiously deeper into the old park, an eerie feeling of being watched hanging in the air. 
A gust of wind blew through the air, creating a symphonic melody of groans from the worn rides. 


"This place gives me the creeps." One of the females said to the other. 


"Yeah... but its still cool. Who knows what kind of secrets could be buried here." The other said, though her 


voice held a trace of unease. 


Devereaux cackled to himself, throwing his head back in amusement. This was going far too easily for him. Two 


little mice wandering into the lion's den. How rich. 

He pushed a couple buttons and flipped a switch. 

"That's it. Just a little farther in." 

"Wanna go in that Haunted House?" He heard through the audio, despite some static. 
The female that asked the question looked at her friend. 


"| don't know; it doesn't look that safe." That didn't stop the first one from climbing the two steps to the 


porch. She took her steps lightly, listening to the creaks of wood flooring beneath her. 

Just a few more steps and she'd be right on top of a trapdoor. 

That is until an authoritative voice stopped her, shaking both women to freeze where they stood. 

"Stop!" 

An unholy rage boiled over in Devereaux as the form came into view. Those iconic boots, the shine of armor, 
those smirking colored lips. It was them, it was KISS. The men who'd ruined everything, absolutely everything 
he'd ever wanted. In anger, he slammed his fist onto the motherboard, accidentally triggering the trap door. 
"STAR!" the other shouted the nickname of her friend as one foot suddenly had no floor beneath it. Star fell 
halfway into the hole and struggled to hold onto the aging rope bridge that she'd just crossed. Her friend began 
to run across the shaking bridge to her and the bridge gave under the years of neglect. 

Before she hit the ground, she felt someone embrace her tight to his firm chest. Without thinking, she clung 
to the form in fear. When she felt that his shoulders were unusually wide she looked up to see iconic bolts of 
shimmering lightning and a smirking black grin. 

First step's a doozy," Spaceman chuckled. 

"Catman, go help her friend!" Starchild pointed up. 

"Don't have to tell me twice!" Catman jumped up inhumanly high and climbed to the edge where Star was 


struggling with her grip. He grabbed her by the back of her shirt and hoisted her out of the hole. "You know 
what they say about a cat and curiosity," he smiled at her. 


Star stared in child like awe at the Catman, who then proceeded to scoop her in his arms as though she 
weighed nothing and leapt away from the dangerous Haunted House. He landed perfectly on the ground a good 
distance from any other attractions. 


Spaceman came to a landing next to the two, carefully setting the other girl on her feet. 


"You two should be more careful. Don't you know better than to sneak into an abandoned amusement park?" 


Spaceman chastised. 
"You could've seriously gotten hurt." Catman added. 


The girls hung their heads, shifting around a bit at being scolded. 


Meanwhile, Abner was not happy to say the least. He clutched the arms of his chair in rage, his hands shaking 
from the sheer fury in his system. 


‘Its too soon. I'm not ready.. but they will pay. They will pay with their lives!" 
Abruptly grabbing his cane, Devereaux quickly made his way to one of his many work tables. This one held the 
unfinished Catman that still needed its head reattached to its body. Some of the synthetic flesh had peeled 


away over the years, revealing intricate circuitry. 


Devereaux began working on the doppelganger with a new found vigor. Using a remote to turn the volume of 


the cameras up, he listened in on his quests. 

"S-Sorry. It was mostly my idea to come here." Star admitted. She's seem KISS in their music videos on 
YouTube, but they seemed so much more intimidating close up. As if they had some sort of power to them. 
"You girls shouldn't be here," they all looked up to see the leaders, Starchild and Demon, stride up. 
"Man that guys is intimidating," Star's friend gulped. 

'It.it was my idea, | convinced her to come in," Star stood up for her friend, 

"We shouldn't have broken in, we're sorry," her friend added. 

"Its not about that," Starchild replied. 

"Look who you're talking to, we've done our fair share of tresspassing,' Demon smirked. 

"This place is shrouded in great evil," Starchild continued. 

"Yea..it is kinda creepy," her friend added. 

"He doesn't mean its apperance,” Spaceman explained. "He means he's seen something evil in this park," 
"YYou have?" Star took a glance around. 

"The danger is passed for now, but think of it as a sleeping giant,” Starchild told the girls. 

In other words, lets scat cats," Catman replied. 


"Boy, what a way to meet KISS," Star's friend blushed with embarrassment. The four men looked at each other 


and their expressions softened. 


"Then why don't we start on better terms," Starchild replied as he took her friend's hand. "What's your name 
mylady?" 


"SSarah.mmy name's Sarah," she gulped. 

"Sarah." StarChild tested the name on his tongue before kissing her knuckles. "What a beautiful name for a 
beautiful girl" Sarah felt her cheeks darken at the compliment. 

Catman held his hand out to the other young woman. 

‘Its Star, right? That's what he called you." 

Star grasped his jand, giving a firm hand shake. 

"Yep. A pleasure to meet you all" She smiled brightly. "We're going to see you guys perform tomorrow." 
‘Is that right? Well, its always nice to meet a couple of fans." Spaceman grinned. 


Demon growled under his breath. The longer they stayed in this park, the more unwanted memories kept 
protruding his head. 


"We should get out of here while things are calm." 

StarChild nodded in agreement. 

"Where are you girls staying at?" 

"At the hotel across from the concert hall. The Rose Quartz, | believe." 

StarChild felt a familiar sense. His eye glowed bright for a moment as looked at the two young women 
"| think it'd be best if you stayed with us for a little while." 


"StarChild, are you-" Demon was cut off by he look on his friend's face. The utter sincerity of something 


catastrophic was etched in his features. 


“Alright. Would you lovely ladies mind keeping us company for the rest of the afternoon?” 


"You're joking!" Sarah gasped, holding her chest as she fained a heart attack. "This is gotta be a prank," 


"What? You two aren't used to handsome men wanting you by their side?" Starchild winked. Sarah coughed into 


her hand to try and compose herself. 
"Well..n.no, not me at least," she stuttered. Spaceman put an arm around her. 
"Aw, well that's a shame. Cause I'm cravin to have you on my arm all day," 


"You're trying to kill me aren't you," She gulped with bright red cheeks. 


Star laughs a little at the scene before her. "Okay, stop teasing the poor girl." 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! 


StarChild offered Sarah his elbow like a gentleman, which she timidly accepted. Her cheeks blushing an adorable 


shade of red as he walked her to the gate and out of the park. 


Spaceman opted to flying instead of walking, though he remained close enough to the others in case something 
happens. 


Star walked alongside the Demon and Catmon. 
When they reached the concert hall, the manager of KISS came running up to them. 


"Where did you guys go running off to?! You're late for rehearsals!" He wasn't too happy that they had 
suddenly took off without telling anyone. And the fact that things were running late. 


"Relax, we're here now" Catman said as he walked past their manager, followed by Spaceman 

Demon simply growled as he walked past the still angry man. 

"Sorry, we had something important to take care of" StarChild said as he lead both girls through the maze of 
hallways. At the sight of the two young women, their manager rolled his eyes. He was far too used to them 
bringing girls backstage occasionally. 

He didn't know what they did with their fans, and at the moment, he didn't care. As long as they stayed out of 
trouble. Besides, it was not point trying to argue with these guys. Experience has taught him that much. 

| can't believe this is happening," Sarah said aloud. 


"Believe darlin," Starchild chuckled. "You two sit tight while we go rehearse," 


"Sure thing," the girls nodded in agreement. Once they were relatively alone, as one could be backstage at a 


KISS rehearsal, they tried to wrap their heads around what'd happened. 


"So, KISS really does have super powers," Sarah said, still swooning. 


"Yeah..." Star swooned just as much. "I can't believe how strong Eric was. He picked me up like | was nothing!" 


She squealed, grinning like a little kid. 


Music poured from the stage as the guys began playing a few of their songs. Hearing some familiar lyrics 
brought a smile to both young ladies. 


Star found her foot tapping to the beat. In a spur of the moment, she grasped Sarah's hands, hoisting her up. 
"Come on. Dance with me!" 

Sarah laughed and jumped up with her. The beat of the drums seemed to power their hearts while the guitars 
pulled them both along like puppet strings. This was true music, music that was it's own entity and acted as a 
dance partner. The four men seemed to change into ethereal beings, each giving off a powerful aura that 
electrified the stage. 

"Man! This is like a drug | don't wanna quit!” Sarah howled in delight. 

| know right? | wish | could live in this moment forever!" Star exclaimed, doing a spin. Her foot tangled in a 
cord an she fell to the ground. 


"Are you okay?" Sarah asked, helping her friend back to her feet. 


"Yeah, thanks." Something caught her eye. A red box had been placed nearby and whatever was inside seemed 
to be glowing. 


"What's this?" Star pondered walking over to it. 


Whatever was glowing inside it, reacted with the music coming from the powerful men on stage. The rays of 


colored light moving to their sound. As the current song reached its climax, the glow brightened significantly. 
The girls had to shield their eyes for a moment, until the song ended and the brightness subsided 

"Woah... 

"What was that?" 

"| dont know" 

Star looked to Sarah, 


"Think we should open it?" 


"| don't know how they'd feel about fans going through their stuff," Sarah said. 


| doubt anything majorly important is in a box this small," Star encouraged. "Maybe this is where they keep 
spare picks, they're always throwing them," 


“That's true, guess it wouldn't hurt to snatch a couple," Sarah smiled, convinced. Star reached toward the box, 
it seemed to pulse with energy as she touched the case. It creaked open as if it were a thousand years old, 
and what was inside made them gasp. Four talismans of bronze like gold lay before them on a pillow black 


velvet. 

The girls were speechless for a moment, these seemingly ordinary objects gave a spirit that was anything but. 
The cat face seemed to snarl, the dragon roar, the eye of the star appeared to follow every move, and the 
bolt made their hair stand up on their necks. 

"Those aren't guitar picks," Sarah announced in an awed whisper. Star went to pick up the nearest to her, the 
lightning bolt, but to her surprise it sparked and burned the tip of her fingers. Behind them, Spaceman grunted 
loudly as his guitar suddenly, and loudly, went off key, causing everyone to stop and look at the band. 
"Tommy? Are you al-" Paul stopped short as he looked over his bandmate's shoulder to see the girls and the 
opened chest. 

Paul puts his guitar down and marches over to the two girls. It was clear to them that they had done 
something wrong. 

"I told you two to stay put! You shouldn't be messing with these!" 


"S-Sorry! It was glowing a-and-" 


"And nothing. You shouldn't mess with things that don't belong to you." Paul sighed, looking at them. He could 
feel their guilt. Then again, they didn't know what the Talismans were exactly. 


"Listen. We won't send you two away, but please, don't touch anything else." He closed the box. "Especially, 
those." 


"But." Star wanted to ask what they were and why they glowed. She had so many questions, but the look in 


his eyes made her bit her tongue and mumble another apology. 


Paul nodded to them before returning back to the others and making sure Tommy was alright. 


"Is it just me, or are things really beginning to give off a dejavu?" Demon grunted under his breath. 
"And | don't like just how much the past is repeating itself," Paul replied. 


"Aw, don't be too hard on em. It was just an accident," Tommy tried to defuse to tension. "Don't lie, if we were 


in their shoes at their age we'd have done the same thing," 


"sigh, | mean you're right but I've had a vision about those two girls. And they're in danger, the danger after 
them is going to impact everyone at this concert an the whole city," Paul replied. 


"Finally!" Devereaux backed away as the robotic duplicate of Catman rose off the table and to its feet. It still 
looked like something out of a horror film. Synthetic flesh missing completely from one arm, half of the chest 
cavity was dented inwards, and electrical sparks would appear from some loose wire every once in a while. But 


nonetheless, it was ready for battle. 
The mad scientist wobbled on his cane as he stared at his creation like it was his own son. 


"You will help me finish the others for now. And then," he began to laugh lowly, "we can begin working on a 
special surprise for KISS." The last word felt like acid on his tongue as he had to force it through clenched 
teeth. 


He hobbled over to a white board where blueprints for the other band members were displayed Each member 


had a picture of their respective Talismans next to them. 


"Get ready, KISS, for your final performance tomorrow." 


"Alright boys, that was great. Let's call it a night," the stage manager called. The girls had obediently sat and 
watched the rare performance without any more upset. The musicians sighed in relief and headed toward 


them. 
"So ladies, whatcha think?" Eric asked. 
"You guys are magical, you're not even the same people when you're out there!" Sarah gawked. 


"And | think we know why," Star looked back at the box. The four men sighed, like teenagers caught red handed 
with a prank. 


“Alright, we defiantly have some things to talk about," Paul nodded. "But not here, come on back to the hotel. 
For one you'll be safer there, we'll all be safer there,’ He had to stifle a chuckle as he saw the stars in the 


girls eyes. 


"Now ladies, most of us are married..most of us," He winked. 


Chapter Four 
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"They are trying to kill us," Sarah laughed. Paul picked up the box and opened it, each member touched their 
respected symbols and their makeup, costumes, and even their bodies changed to normal men. The girls both 
gasped in aw as Paul put the box in a satchel on his hip. 

"Now you can officially say you've seen all four of us undress," Paul winked. 

"Oh mother of god," Sarah smacked herself in the face to cover her blushing cheeks. 

Star covered her mouth with her hand and squeezed her eyes shut to keep from laughing out loud. Though, 
there was an obvious red hue spread across her face. 

"You guys are crazy!" She finally managed to get out a complete sentence. 

"Crazy about you~" Tommy placed his arm around her shoulders. 

"Sweet Primus, I'm gonna diel" Star brought a hand to her head and feigned fainting rather dramatically. 

They all walked together, laughing and making jokes all the way to the hotel room. 

"You guys are awesome! And it's not just the music," Sarah told them as they entered the hotel room of the 
band. It went without saying that it was the biggest the hotel could muster and could easily house a family of 
20. It was just as she'd pictured fancy hotels in Las Vegas with chrome and white soft pillows, mirror and 
what looked like a small kitchen 

"Why wouldn't we be? We're just ordinary human beings," Tommy shrugged. 

"Not quite ordinary," Gene had his hands in his leather pockets and his sunglasses pushed up high to hide his 
eyes. Even though she couldn't see his eyes outright, Sarah swore she saw a red glow in the black glossy 
glass. The mood got serious and everyone gravitated to a seat, it was story time. 

"Very long before you girls were born, we were about your age when we were gifted the talismans of power. 


Now we aren't super heroes like Superman or Batman, but are guardians of these ancient relics and protect 


them from those who seek to use them for evil," Paul began the tale. 


‘Its a pretty easy gig all things considered. Most just dismiss it all as makeup and theatrics," Tommy 


continued. "Just make sure the box stays safe," 


"However," Gene stepped up, his thick, black cowboy boots clicked on the marble floor. He still seemed 


intimidating even without the armor. "That park..we almost lost," 
"Lost..the talismans?" Star asked. 
"More than that, we almost lost the fight as a whole," Paul added. 


"A man by the name of Abner Devereaux used to work at that park. He made robots, and believed the robots 
were better than humans. When we came to the park for a gig, he was gettin kicked out to the curb cause no 


one cared about creaky robots anymore," Gene continued. "He didn't take it well," 
"This was before Eric and |," Tommy explained. "Back then Ace and Peter were the dynamic backup duo," 


"Devereaux wanted revenge, and back then we had a reputation of bringing unruly fans," Gene spun on "Four 


rock and roll boys, it was easy to cause mass chaos and blame it on us," 


"What he wasn't expecting were those,” Paul pointed to the box in the middle of the circle. "He kidnapped a 
girl's fiancee, Sam, and put a chip on him to force him to work on doppelgangers of us. When his first scheme 
didn't work, Devereaux found out about them and sent Sam to steal them. He couldn't get past the cosmic field 
that protects them from anyone but us," 


"Until he figured out how to get past it, and used Sam to lure us into a trap," Gene said with a slight growl. 
"He stole the box and used a ray to disarm the talismans and turn our powers off long enough to trap us. He 


made robots of us to go out on stage and cause a riot," 


"They'd make the fans do his dirty work, and everyone would have believed it was you! Countless fans and 


innocent people outside the park would have been hurt! Or worse!" Sarah gasped 

"Exactly," Paul nodded. 

"With them in jail, or otherwise outta reach of the talismans. No one could stop him," Eric added to the tale. 
"And the two of you almost ended up like Sam today," Gene looked down at them. 

Star listened closely, her eyes narrowing on instinct at the thought of being mind controlled. The whole thing 
made her more than a little upset. How could someone actually be that wicked? People like Devereaux made her 


blood boil. Even if he was upset about being let go, that doesn't excuse the fact was willing to hurt innocent 


lives. 


Now that she knew most of the story, it brought a sting to her eyes. It was her idea to investigate the 
abandoned park, and it had almost cost her and Sarah their lives. She was afraid to think what would have 
happened if KISS hadn't showed up to rescue them. 

"Wait, what happened to Abner?" She asked. Something was missing. 

"He went catatonic and was sent to an asylum last | heard" Gene stated. "Why do you ask?" 

"If he's supposedly catatonic at an asylum, then who activated that trapped door o fell in?" 

The four men looked at each other. 

"It was probably just old and gave way from your weight on it. No offense." Eric guessed. 

"None taken. But, | don't think that's it. Didn't you sense something evil over there? What if Devereaux is back 
or something like that? What was the evil you guys were talking about?" 


"Paul," Gene asked in an accusing tone. "You knew it was Devereaux didn't you?" 


"The eye sees all," he replied without looking up at his friend. "| thought we could take care of it, but that was 
before he put them in danger," he motioned to the girls. 


"You should have told me," Gene scolded, more like an older brother than aggressivly. 


Paul sighs, knowing Gene is right. 


Chapter Five 
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"So, what happens now? | mean, it's likely Abner will try to get revenge on you guys.” Star asked. 


"Now, we wait and see what his next move is. And keep an eye on the park in case some other curious kids 


wander into that lion's den" Gene answered. 

Speaking of the devil, Abner Devereaux stood hunched over his final animatronic. He finished connecting the last 
wires and stepped back as the Demon doppelganger stood from its worktable. It went to stand next to the 
other three. 


It was a rock and roll version of Five Nights at Freddy's. A child's nightmare made reality. The four robots had 
undoubtedly seem better days. 


Abner hobbled to another table with four glass cylinders, each glowing a different color. He took the purple one 
in his shaking hand, carefully moving back to the robots. 


"| memorized the formula it took to weaken their Talismans, reverse engineering this formula to be a 
kryptonite, so to speak" He spoke to the robots. "This will allow you to fight KISS as mortal len whenever you 
come on contact with them." 

The StarChild opened it's head for Abner to pour the liquid in a special holding case. The robot face came back 
into place, the eyes glowing purple. He repeated the process to all the robots. Their eyes glowing the color of 
the chemical. 

"Now, | am ready." 

"Now you girls can say you've slept with KISS as well," Tommy winked. Sarah playfully smacked his shoulder 
with her hand. 

"You're trying to embarrass me now," she laughed. 


"IFs just too easy," he kindly joked back. 


"You girls should rest, you've had a big day," Paul said kindly. As if he'd cast some sort of spell over them, the 


girls stiffed yawns and rubbed their eyes. The girls stretched out on futons and were soon asleep. The four 
who were one looked down on them like watchful guards. 


Paul's eye glowed and he bore his teeth. 

"He's going to make a move tonight, but its sloppy at best," 

"Then itll be a piece of cake, he'll be expecting Ace and Peter," Eric scoffed 

"| think that's the problem, itll be too easy," Gene growled 

The city was just as bright during the night as the day. People just as busy too, scurrying about like ants 
from one neon building to the next. Noise of clubs, hotel parties, traffic, and general city life could be heard 


from outside KISS's hotel window. 


Down to the ballroom of the Rose Quartz hotel where the band resided, a party was in full swing. A jazz band 
playing and people dancing merrily had the atmosphere thriving with excitement. 


Until a huge hole was blown in one of the walls. An iconic dragon headed boot stepped out of the dust. 


People automatically backed away in fear and repulsion. There stood a life like Demon, but it was clear this was 


not the real thing. The unearthly appearance of cybernetic machinery was explicitly obvious. 

In their room, Paul pulled out the red box. 

"Their here." 

The horrific bots dove right in and anything nearby was a useful weapon People screamed in fear and 
desperate attempts to escape the carnage. 

"Hey scrapmetall" they stopped short and turned to face the Four who are One. 

"Yikes! You've seen better days,"Catman cringed. 

"Something's different about them, be carefull" Starchild warned. 

"Yea, sneeze and they'll fall over," Spaceman scoffed. 

"No, he's right. Don't get to close," Demon warned. The robots began to use their damaged voice boxes to sing 


the old rampage song from that concert so long ago. Now it was even more demented than before as it went 
deeper and higher and static in between. 


"Whoa! Talk about nightmare fuel!" Spaceman yelped. 


Catman leaped into the air, dodging a broken half of a table thrown his way. He landed perfectly behind the 


fake SpaceAce. Though, they were warned some was different about them now. 


When Catman reached a clawed hand to scratch at the robotic freak, his energy plummeted. In his split second 
of confusion, a swift kick to his ribcage sent him flying into a wall. 


"Eric!" they all shouted. He groaned and rubbed his head as he sat up in the rubble. 


"Boy, | know some say you're sore about us replacing you but | didn't think it was that bad," Eric grunted out 


a joke. 


"Starchild! What's with those things? Nothing that poorly put together could knock Catman off his feet," Demon 


growled. 


I'm getting a sense they have something similar to that ray gun of Devereaux's! If we get too close we might 


as well be in the ring with The Rock!" he scowled. 


"Then it looks like hand to hand is outta the question,’ Spaceman's hand's sparked wildly as he summoned his 
electric waves. His eyes glowed bright blue as his hair stood up with energy. The sparks tuned into bolts of 
wild and sporadic lightning that sent anything electronic nearby into a frenzy. He clapped his hands together to 
create a whip of pure energy. 


Starchild's eye glowed bright purple as he took a deep breath and belted out a series of cords from his throat 
that sent soundwaves down upon the robot doubles. Demon stood tall as he bent backwards and inhaled as well, 
his chest expanded like a balloon as heat began to radiate from him. His eyes glowed red as he belched out a 
massive fireball that sent the robots flying. Spaceman's electric whip crackled as it slashed at the robots, 
slicing parts off and sending sparks everywhere. He entangled Demon's doppelganger and began to spin it like a 
mace before sending it flying into the wall. 

"No far! You guys get all the fun," Eric quipped as he landed beside his comrades. 

"Just count your nine lives lucky," Demon scoffed. 

"These buckets of scrap are too easy," boasted Spaceman. 


"That's the problem," Starchild glared at the rubble. 


"Looks like there's gonna be an after party boys," Catman pointed a clawed finger. The stones and broken slot 


machines began to shift as twisted and burning skeletons rose from the grave. Each one glowed a matching 


color as their flesh material fell off like wet paper. 

"Yeesh! I'm not sleeping tonight!" Spaceman grimaced. Before the heroes could react the endoskeletons were 
upon them. Each one pile driving into a band member and pinning them to the ground. To their shock and 
surprise, each one BIT their victim! 


Catman and Demon easily kicked their attackers off, aiding their comrades by yanking the monsters off. 


"Alright this is enough!" Demon roared loudly. "lm tired of you Devereaux! You should have stayed in the hole 
you've been in you rat!" he took another breath and flames produced a might axe that he held in both hands. 


He gave a mighty swing that shook the place as it made contact with the floor. The robots shook and could 
barley keep standing. He gave another swift swing and sliced their enemies into pieces. It was finally over. The 


band panted as they looked around at the mess. 


"Welp, this isn't going to be fun to clean," Spaceman rubbed his neck where the robot had bitten him. They all 
absentmindedly nursed the only wound they had seemed to obtain 


"We should scram before the cops get here. This doesn't look good," Catman replied. 


"Exactly what Devereaux wanted the first time," Demon growled. "But you're right Starchild, this was too 


easy," 

"Lets get back to the girls and make sure this wasn't just a diversion," Starchild nodded. They took off back to 
their room, not a one noticing a tiny blinking light embedded in the wounds on their necks. 

The four heroes entered their hotel room to find everything was in its place. Nothing looked the slightest bit 
different from when they left. Except that the two girls were staring to wake up. 

Star sat up, rubbing her eye and yawning. 

"Hey Sarah," She started off, her voice cracked a bit. 

"Yeah?" Sarah asked with a yawn of her own 

They both began playing attention to where they were at. 

‘It wasn't a dream... We really met KISS." One said in astonishment. 


The other could only nod in agreement. 


"Well, of course it wasn't a dream." 


The two girls looked to see their heroes each touching their respective Talisman. The now human men took a 


seat in random areas. 

"Now you've seen us undress twice. You naughty girls~" Gene smirked at Star and Sarah. 

Star said nothing, but proceeded to facepalm and fall back into the futon. 

Everyone laughed like old friends, Sarah leaned on her knees and just stared off into space for a moment. 
These guys really were just average humans, not flashy superstars, not snobbish celebrities who looked down 
on people like her. They were four grown kids, tired looking kids now that she thought about. 


"Say, you guys ok?" she asked. 


"Well, we may have infininant cosmic power," Gene grunted as he rubbed his neck. "But we aren't exactly 


flaming youth anymore,” 
"References," Sarah chuckled 

"You catch on fast," 

"Do you think you should, like, rest up?" 

"Well, just for a bit, but today's a big day," Paul commented. 

"Yea, but you said it yourself, you're not as young as you used to be. Maybe you should cancel?" 

"What?! No way!" Eric scoffed. "KISS never cancels," 

"Ok, ok, just a suggestion," Sarah raised her hands defensively. The others chuckle and Paul stands, stretching 
"Well, lm gonna freshen up. You guys go ahead and get some food," he waved. Tommy yawned and turned on 


the TV, Eric flopped onto the bed, Gene leaned back in a recliner while the girls joined Tommy to watch some 
shows. Alone now in the bathroom, Paul took his shirt off to and leaned on the sink feeling completely drained. 
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He looked up into the mirror and noticed the circular bruise on his shoulder, the bite from the robot. 


"Ugh, great, this is gonna be fun to cover," he complained. "Looks like a werewolf got me," he turned the water 


on to wash his face and a sudden rage came over him as if he'd been struck in the head. 

Starchild..You are now mine to control. | am your master now 

"Gnnn! Ww..What's happening?!" he grunted, trying desperately to fight the control. 

Do not fight me Starchild! | am your master now! 

"DDevereaux! YYou won't.gnnn mmaster...” 

There, listen to your new master. 

Paul struggled, gripping the sink with trembling arms and hands. 

"M Master," 

Starchild. Destroy, Rip and Destroy. 

Paul's eyes glowed bright purple and he suddenly roared loudly. Everyone in the ajoinng room jumped in fright. 


"PAULI?" Gene shouted, fear for his friend Everyone jumped up and ran to the bathroom. They found the door 
locked and Gene struggled with the door. 


"What's going on?!" Sarah gasped. 
"| don't know, Paul seemed fine even in the fight," Tommy gasped. They all felt knots in their stomachs when 
they heard shattering glass. Gene snarled and drew back his foot. With a surge of his Demon power, he kicked 


the door in 


Paul spun around with a look unholy. His eyes glowed, his teeth bore like an animal. His muscles were all tense 


as his curly hair fell over his face. 


"Paul, what's gotten into you?" Gene asked, 
Rip and Destroy 
Paul roared and lunged at his old friend. 


"PAUL!" Star gasped. Gene caught his friend by the wrists and held him at bay as the other two struggled 
from behind to pull him off. Sarah ran up and put her hands on his arm. 


"Paul stop please!" she yelped in fear. He spun to look at her and she timidly let go. Her look of fear made him 
pause, he panted and loosened his grip on Gene. The others let go and Gene supported his companion. 


"Easy Paul," Gene soothed. "It's ok," 


Gene helped his longtime friend to a bed, sitting him down and taking place next to him. Paul rested his head in 
his hands, secretly covering up the few tears that'd slipped out. He couldn't bring himself to look at everyone 
just yet. 


The silence was thick and heavy as try waited for an explanation from the StarChild. For now, he needed time 
to gather himself an his thoughts. After a few minutes, Paul took a shaky breathe and removed his hands to 
look up at the worried faces of his comrades. 


Gene was the first to break the silence. 


"Paul, what happened? Are you okay?" His voice was low and sincere, comforting to the traumatized man next 


to him. 

"Devereaux." 

That single word more than doubled the tension in the air, replacing most of the worry an concern with anger. 
"| don't know how, but he was inside my head... controlling me. | tried to fight him off, but." He cast a quick 
glance at Sarah. The look of terror on her face had snapped him out of Devereaux's control, for which he was 


grateful to have his mind and body his own once again. 


But the fact remained, he was the one to cause that fear in the first place. He quickly averted his gaze, 
suddenly interested in the carpeted floor. 


"How did Devereaux manage to take control of you?" Tommy questioned. It was a legitimate thing to be 
concerned about. If that mad man managed to take control of one of them, who's to say he won't try it again? 


Whether it be on Paul or any one of them. No one wanted to hurt each other. 


In his isolated laboratory, Devereaux cried out in a rage like a great beast of the earth. Gripping his cane, 


anything that stood was abruptly knocked down, 

Beakers and test tubes were shattered on the floor. 

Chairs were thrown against the walls. 

A table caved against the awesome might of his fury. 

When he finishes his little rampage, Abner checked his screens. Thanks to modern technology, he was able to 
connect the microchips directly to their nervous systems. Allowing him to see what they see, hear what they 
hear, and control of their physical bodies. 


But, that blasted girll She ruined everything! 


His test run on the StarChild had been near successful, until she had to get in the way. He'll have to remove 
her and her friend. Can't risk another mistake. 


Tonight. He'll have to act tonight. Because tomorrow, KISS still has to give their final performance. 
Back at the hotel, Paul told everything he could. 


| was getting ready to take a shower and patch this up," he gestures to his shoulder, "when | felt this 


overwhelming rage. | tried to fight it, but Devereaux had a massive grip on me. | couldn't fight him alone." 


Star looked to the wound on his shoulder before making a beeline for the bathroom and coming back with a 


first-aid kit. She moved around to the other side of the bed and took sat on her knees behind Paul. 
"Here, I'll take care of this. You need to rest and relax, especially after what you just went through." 
"Thank you." 


"You're welcome. Now, hold still. This will sting a little." She poured some alcohol on a cleaning rag and placed it 
on the wound. 


Paul let out a hiss in pain, bit bore it as she cleaned the bite wound. 


“That's odd." 
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"What is?" 

"There's something stuck in your skin" She picked up a pair of tweezers and a small magnifying glass to 
examine the miniscule object. The second she gave a slight pull, Paul jumped to his feet in pain. 

"Ah! Sorry!" she gasped, fearing she'd touched something wrong. 


"Let me take a look," Eric stood up. His eyes glowed green as his pupils turned into slits. He used his cat vision 
to look close. "Its..a chip! Like from a computer. Its stuck in there pretty good," 


"If he's got one.."Tommy began as he looked at his own shoulder. The other two did the same. Their wounds 


were identical to Paul's, which could only mean one thing. 

"Don't worry guys, | can short circuit these-" 

STOP SPACEMAN 

Tommy stopped short: 

"MMr.Thayer?" Sarah asked. 

That's it, your age works in my favor boy. Now, bring the girls to me. 

Tommy's eyes turned blue and he turned to look at the girls and his friends. 

It all happened so fast. One moment, Tommy was talking about short circuiting the chips. The next, his eyes 
were an electrifying blue. Now, he's battling his own friends in a mindless fury. 


Eric grabbed Tommy as soon as the Spaceman made to punch Gene in the face. Paul and Gene quickly latched 


onto their friend to hold him down. 


"Tommy! Snap out of it!" 


The only response they got was a furious yell. With a burst of energy, he managed to throw the three men 
off of him. Eric hit a wall for the second time that night. Paul went flying into a couch; the impact making it 
fall backwards. Gene landed on the coffee table, shattering it immediately. 


Brilliant blue energy fizzled and cracked to life around Tommy's character. With a surge of power, anything and 
everything powered by electricity in the room exploded, 


The girls ducked down and out of the way of any sparks. The Spaceman wasted no time picking both of them 
up. 


"Tommy wait!" 

"Put us downl!" 

But their cries landed on deaf ears. 

A mighty animalistic roar came from behind. Tommy turned his head and the girls looked over his shoulder to 
see Catman, fully costumed crawling toward them like a hunting tiger. 

"Don't make me hurt you Spaceman," Catman growled. 

How about you hurt THEM 

Catman roared and held his head. 

"No..nnnn no one collars this cat!" 

| think | just did 

Catman roared loudly and when he looked up, his eyes were glowing green. 

"Oh no," Sarah gasped. She struggled to try and break free of Tommy's hold, but he had an inhuman strength 
to him now. Her mind raced as she tried to think of what to do, and oddly her mind went to a KISS themed 
comic. She looked down, then back up. "Tommy | am so sorry about this," 

She pulled her leg back and kicked as hard as she could, nailing the guitarists groin. He cried out in pain and 


dropped them to the floor. He shook the pain off and the two minions of a mad scientist glared at their 
friends. 


"Girls! Run! NOW!" Demon roared. He and Starchild had transformed and he was taking a deep breath of flame. 


"This way!" Starchild called from the door. They raced under Demon's armored arms and followed him as 


Demon blew a wall of fire to hold off his companions as he fled as well. 


The girls ran down the hall as fast as they could with StarChild right behind them. 
‘And where do you think you're going? 


StarChild clutched his head at the sound of Devereaux's voice. Star and Sarah looked back, though they were 


sure what the problem was. 


"K..Keep going! Ugh.. Don't s-stop!" He gave a similar roar from the first time Devereaux took over his mind 


and body. 


Star grabbed Sarah's wrist and pulled her around a corner amd through an emergency flight of stairs. Star 
swung a leg over the handrail and motioned for Sarah to do the same. 


"This will be faster than running down the stairs." She explained before sliding down the railing, Sarah following 


suite. 

They made it to the bottom in no time, but they were still in danger. 

"Now what? How do we hide from super powered rock stars being controlled by a wacko scientist?" 

"| don't know! For now, let's" 

She didn't have time to finish as all four members of KISS jumped from the hotel windows, landing on the 
asphalt road perfectly. 

"Super hero landing," Sarah gulped. 


“Try super villain," Star did the same. They backed away from the group as their boots pounded the asphalt as 
they stalked toward them. What could they do?! What even WAS there to do?! 


Sarah looked up back toward the room they'd been in 
"Come on! Back up!" she grabbed Star's arm and ran toward the hotel they'd just run out of. 
"What?! You were the one complaining about horror movie cliches!! Why are we going BACK UPI?!" 


"To get the talismans! | have a feeling they could help," 


End them! 


Catman lunged forward and drew his claws. HE jumped infront of them to cut them off and slashed, catching 
Sarah's arm. She yelped only for a moment before continuing. They dodged and ran back up the stairs to the 


room, now in ruins of flame and debre. There in the chaos ways the red box, almost glowing like a beacon. 


Sarah threw open the top to look at the pulsing shapes, the band burst into the room and Demon prepared his 
dragon flame. Sarah went to pick up the lightning bolt shape. 


"What are two pretty things like you doin in a place like this?" They heard behind them before two arms 
wrapped around them both, suddenly the world flashed and the girls were gone. 

Everything was swallowed in color. Bursting bright and brilliant, going on forever yet ending just as quickly as it 
began. 

Sarah and Star dropped to the ground, dizzy and slightly nauseous. 


"Sorry bout that, but | needed to get you two out of there fast." 


Both girls turned their attention to the source of the voice. Standing tall and proud was the original SpaceAce, 
Ace Frehley. 


"Ace! What happened? What did you find out?" Peter Criss came running into the room in his full Catman get 
up. 

The girls looked around the room as the two warriors conversed. The overall atmosphere was mystical and 
looked to be something out of a science fiction. Large windows similar to a palace, a crystal chandelier hung 
from an intricately designed ceiling. Tapestries draped along the walls of the room as well, each with a unique 


symbol. 


"By the time | got there, the place was in ashes. None of the guys recognized me, and all of them looked ready 
to kill." 


"Did you at least get the Talismans?" 

At that moment, Star looked to Sarah. She had the lightning bolt Talisman in her hands. 

"| had a little help with that," He motioned to the girls. "If you hadn't activated it, 'd never have found you two 
or the talismans," 


"Yea, pinpointing actual places isn't Vinnie's strong suit. On that note neither is reality," Peter grunted. 


"Now be nice," Ace chuckled. "Besides | think we have some explaining to do of our own," he motioned back to 


the girls. 
"Uh..." Was all Sarah could muster as she handed the talisman to Ace. 


"Given what's happened | think the KISS justice hall is pretty normal at this point," Star scoffed 


The Warriors looked at each other. 
"KISS Justice Hall.. As cool as that name sounds, we're actually in the Grand Hall of Kissteria” 
Both girls blinked 

"What?" 


"You serious?" 
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Star ran to one of the windows, peering out to see a world of strange, but beautiful buildings. People with 


markings on their faces walking to and fro. Animals and creatures of unknown breeds. 
"What..... the .... heck..." She said as she backed away from the window. 

"Its all real." She placed a had over her mouth in shock. 

Sarah cautiously approached the window and saw for herself. 


‘Oh my...” She backed away quickly. 


"Il join you." Star said quietly. 


| thought this was normal compared to what you've seen," the original catman scoffed sarcastically. 


"Ok, so you stepped it up a notch," star snapped back. Peter chuckled with his arms crossed as someone else 


entered the room, Bruce Kulick. 


" so these are the two Vinnie says is causing the disturbance," he used air quotes. "Geez! What shredder did 
you put the kid's arm through?!?" He brought attention to Sarah's arm. 


Sarah looked down at her arm, her KISS shirt sleeve now shredded into nothing and he arm red and caked in 
blood. Bringing attention to it now her arm was flooded in hot pain that made her nausious. 
"Hang on, I'll get a healer in here." Ace stated before teleporting out of the room. Star moves closer to Sarah 


to examine the wound for herself. 


‘Its not bleeding profusely, that's good. Looks like it might need stitches after it's cleaned" She said 
sympathetically, 


Catman also moved in to examine the wound, his yes turning into cat slits. 


"Maybe not. If you keep it wrapped and clean, it should heal over time. | recognize those claw marks..." He 


trailed off, his eyes returning to normal 
Star noticed his mood change. 

"tt wasn't his fault 

"What do you mean?" 


She said the only word that would explain most of everything that's happened. The one word that would 
summarize all the weirdness and chaos. 


"Devereaux." 


"That rat!" Peter snarled. "Didn't think those scrap heaps of his were this powerful," 


‘Its not robots, it's them. He's got them chipped or something. He's controling Paul, Eric, Gene, and Tommy!" 
Star explained. 


"This time that old geezer won't get out with his skin!" Peter snarled. There may have been bad blood, but you 


could see deep down Peter didn't want his friends hurt even if he wasn't part of the band anymore. 

"Paul snapped out of it for a minute when he saw Sarah afraid of him," Star explained. 

"You kiddin? If Paul were in his right mind he'd never hurt a fan. None of us would," Bruce said. 

"Tell that to Sarah's arm," Star replied sarcastically. 

"They'd do anything for their fans," Peter replied. "But if he's even got his claws into that stubborn Gene...We 
need to talk to the elder," 

It wasn't long after that Ace had returned with a healer. She took care of Sarah's arm quickly and nicely. 


Bruce and Peter told Ace what Star told them. He didn't take it too well. 


Now, all five of them were heading to the Elder's Council room. Vinnie was already there, consulting with the 


wise, old woman about strange energies coming from Earth. 
"Elder, something must be done! You can't expect us to just sit here do you?" 


"| have sensed the disturbances as well. Have some faith in your fellow Guardians." 


Bruce entered first. 

"Elder, we have a problem." 

the old man and ankh warrior looked up. Vinnie seemed shocked to see the human girls, but the elder seemed 
as if he were seeing his own granddaughters. 

"I believe those are you're disturbances ankh warrior," he chuckled. 

"You can't be serious." Vinnie exasperated, as if it were some cruel joke and he was the only one taking 
matters seriously. 

"They're from earth-" Ace started before Vinnie cut him off. 


"I can see that. But, you really don't expect me to believe that these two HUMAN girls are the caused all the 


energy fluxes, do you?" 

"Vin, calm down and listen for once in your life!" 

"IIl calm down when you lot start taking things seriously!" 

"You think we don't?! You think we're not as worried about the others as you?!" 

"Enough!" The Elder's voice rang out. "You are not each other's enemies, so stop fighting like you are." She 
turned her gaze to Say and Sarah. "I apologize for their behavior. They are all concerned for their brethren in 


arms. I'm sure you understand." 


‘Of course, ma'am. They wouldn't be such a close family without some infighting here and there." Star said 


with a small smile. 

The Elder smiled as well. 

"Come, come. Sit with me and tell me what is wrong with the world" 

"Well that's a broad question," Peter commented, causing the girls to giggle a little. With a stern look they 
jerked back to attention and the girls approached the aged woman. Even without havin ever met her, they 


could feel the power coming off of her, she wasn't one you crossed for sure, but she did not seem the type 


to crack under preasure easily. 


"A man named Devereaux has control over KISS..Er...the current KISS," Star began. 


"He tried to use robots of KISS a long time ago to fool people into thinking they'd cause a fan riot to destroy a 
theme park he'd been fired from," 


"Heyl" Ace and Peter said together. Bruce just chuckled behind his fist to try and hide his mockery of their 


ages. 
"Wasn't that long ago," Peter grunted. 
"But how he's got these microchips on them," Sarah continued. 


"And he's manipulating them to take revenge! He even cause Catman to nearly claw Sarah's arm of fl" Star 


finished. She motioned to Sarah's arm now resting in a sling. 


"You shouldn't feel guilty, Sarah. | was the one that dragged you and insisted on going in" Star cast her eyes 


aside, her voice quieting with each word. 

"| still went along." Sarah insisted. "I could have stopped us or said something, but | didn't!" 

"Girls, look at me." The Elder spoke in a soothing, motherly tone. "You have no right to blame yourselves for 
the evilness of another. What this Devereaux did and does will forever remain on his shoulders alone. Its clear 


you've both been through a lot recently. You are welcome to rest in the hall as my personal guests." 


Neither of the girls knew how to respond. So, they simply nodded and muttered thanks to the kind, elderly 


woman. 
"Wait, what about the others?" 
"Relax, curls. Time works differently in Kissteria, so you'll have plenty of time to rest and relax for a bit" Ace 


placed his hands on their shoulders in reassurance. 


"Any amount of time the guys are with that maniac is one moment too many if you ask me," Sarah replied as 
she and Star were lead off by Ace. Bruce, Vinnie, and Peter watched in silence as they were guided by The 
Celestial. When they were sure they were gone, they dared speak. 

"We're in big trouble if he really has a hold on them," Peter grumbled. 


"We have the talismans, that's what's most important," Vinnie commented. 


"What matters is getting them outta there! How could you be so heartless?" Bruce replied. "They were your 


friends, our friends," 


"Be at peace Bruce, both of you are right," The Elder raised her hand. The trio obeyed and looked down like 
scolded children. "It is a victory that he does not have the talismans, but even if he had obtained them all 
would not have been lost. As connected as you are, they are only avatars for the spirits of The Four Who are 


One, as you all were," 


"May be, but that doesn't make the lives of Tommy, Eric, Gene, and Paul any less important," Bruce responded 
aggressively. "Just like St. John and Carr were," 


"When an avatar passes it is a sorrowful time, and if it can be avoided it will, but the spirits of the avatars 
will act on their own. The Four Who Are One would not choose them if they did not have the kindness and 


strength to overcome," 


The three looked at one another and sighed. She was right, they had to have faith in their friends. As avatars 
themselves they would have to do the same and fight for the greater good. 


"Go and rest, a battle is soon to come and we all must be prepared,” the men nodded and left the chamber 
themselves. Back on Earth, the legendary heroes were coming out of their haze in an unfortunately familiar 
place. Yellow bars of crackling energy encompassed the four as they got to their knees and feet trying to 
connect the dots of hazy memories in their heads. 

"Damn, what bus hit us?" Gene growled. 

"I'm not sure, | can barely use my eye to see," Paul replied. 

"Is this..blood under my claws?" Eric asked. 


"Where are we?" Tommy asked the biggest question of all. 


"You are home, my servants," they heard a weak and raspy voice. They all spun around to see the almost 


skeletal figure of the man behind it all, Devereaux. 
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"YOU!" Demon roared. He lunged at the bars but a shock sent him flying back against the metal wall. 


"You've got a lot of nerve crawling out of the sewers where you came from Devereaux," Starchild was by his 


friend's side to help him back to his feet. 


"Is been too long Starchild, you did surprise me. | was not expecting a change in companions," he motioned to 


Eric and Tommy. "Though, a minor one,’ 


"The girls," Tommy remembered. "Where are the girls?!" 

"You have the original Celestial to blame for that," he growled. "Though | doubt he got far with them with 
what | had Catman do to one of them," he smerked. 

Eric felt his eyes widen in fear. 


"What did | do?" The question was almost inaudible. "Tell me what you made me do, you son of a bitch!" He 


almost lunged forte man just as Gene had, but the Crimson color on his claws made him freeze in his tracks. 
Devereaux smirked darkly, looking similar to the snake that he is. It did nothing for the poor Catman, other 
than make him sick to his stomach. His head felt heavy with dread and panic. It brought a dry chuckle from 
the mad man before them. 

"Easy Peter, take a deep breath." Spaceman tried to calm his feline friend. 


'It wasn't you, none of it was. Ace manages to get to them in time. Their safe." 


Eric took deep, shaky breaths to try and calm himself, but his hand still trembled from he numbing weight of 
blood on his hand. 


"What so you plan on doing to us, Devereaux?" 
Abner hobbled closer to the cage. 


‘Oh my dear, StarChild. | plan on making you pay.. in each and every single way | can.. your friends will come 


for you, | don't doubt that. But, they'll have a surprise in store for them when he show up.” 


He cackled at their faces, the sound echoing on the old, dusty walls. 


"You're messing with power you couldn't begin to comprehend,” Demon growled. 

"| don't doubt that my fire breathing friend. That is why | have you. By the time I'm finished with the four of 
you, you'll wish you'd never started KISS," he cackled and turned from them, limping away to another part of 

the lair and leaving them to drown in the situation they were now in. 

Back in Kissteria, Sarah looked out over the alien like landscape. 

"All those comic books, were real," she chuckled in disbelief. 

"| know, right?" Her friend commented in the same wonder from her seat. Star had her feet stretched out on 


a love seat, leaning back on the armrest. 


"You know, of it wasn't for the whole life threatening and incomprehensible danger us and the others are in, | 


would so be freaking out right now." 

Sarah laughed a bit at her comment. It felt good to laugh, clears the mind and gives a more peaceful sensation 
Which is worth more than unnecessary stress that wouldn't get them anywhere. At least of they're calm, 
they can think clearly. 

"If | told you last week that we'd be meeting KISS, would you have believed me? And if | said, they really did 


have powers like in the comics, would you have believed that? Or even better, if you and | were going to 


another planet cause a mad scientist was after us?" 

"Not gonna lie, | probably would have just because that sounds like the best amusement park attraction ever," 
Sarah laughed. 

"Fair enough," star chuckled. 

‘lm so tired, but | can't possibly sleep," 

| hear you, but we probably should try," 


"You're right, doesn't mean | can," Sarah giggled. 


"Or~" 
That tone in Star's voice was never good. 

"We could always explore." 

"Isn't that what go us into this whole mess to begin with?" 

"True. But you know how comics go as well as |. If thats what got us into it, then that's how we get out. Who 


knows what we could find or learn about! And personally, | would rather explore than sit here of o can't sleep. 


Plus, I'm hungry.” 


"Ok fine, but only until we find food," Sarah sighed with a smile. "Besides, if the comics have been right this 


far, then we should be safe no matter where we go here," 


Star and Sarah walked side by side through the maze of hallways in the palace like place. They looked in awe at 
the strange, yet unearthly beautiful architecture. How anyone could even begin to fathom these designs, let 


alone create them was beyond their comprehension 


After exploring several rooms, and whatever doors weren't locked, they came to a large, wooden door. The 


sheer size of it was intimidating enough. 

"What do you suppose is in there?" 

| don't know, but | don't think its anything dangerous. 

"Sure looks that way." 

"Looks can be deceiving. But.. i don't know.. | just feel... better about this one." 

"Now that you mentioned it... it does have a strange... pull to it" 

They looked at each other for a moment before both placed a hand on the door. With one push, it opened to 
reveal an enormous marble ballroom. The pillars were whiter than snow, the floor a mix of swirls in pink and 


gold. The ceiling was a cream color with gold edgings and gorgeous chandeliers hung delicately. 


Massive windows showed a world blanketed in a vast night, silver stars twinkling. Each window had bronze lining 


around it and mother of pearl tables placed at the door of each one. 


Purely stunning. 


In the very back was a stage with many instruments and a silver curtain draped behind them. Something about 


those instruments seemed to call to the young women. 
They entered without another word, the sound of their shoes bouncing off the walls. Carefully, thy made their 
way into the stage. 


"These...look like KISS’ instruments," Sarah commented as she ran a hand across the chrome rim of a set of 
pearl white drums with an iconic signature. "Catman doesn't play this kind of set though, only one man played 
them with this symbol..these are Eric Carr's drums," 


| wonder if this some kind of museum or memorial." Star said, trailing her fingers lightly over the strings of 
Mark St. John's guitar ebony guitar. 


The sound of heels clicking gave them a slight scare. The Elder closes the door mostly, walking towards the 


stage. 


"Do you play?" 


The girls nearly jumped out of their skins. 

"Elder!" Sarah gasped. "We.We didn't mean any harm!" The Elder held her hand up gently and motioned to the 
instruments. "These? Oh, oh no.1..1 can't play..! mean a guy at school taught me how to hit the drums..but 
that's it.but." she looked at the drums. "I love drums, they're the heart of any song," 

Star looked at the guitar anxiously. 

"I only know piano, but | have always loved the guitar. Each string is like one o my own heartstrings." 


The Elder nodded, sitting on the edge of the stage. She looked to Sarah. 


"| would love to hear you play. Entertain me for a while." 
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"You want to be deaf?" she asked. The Elder giggled but motioned for her to try. Sarah slowly move her arm 
out of the sling it was resting in and picked up the sticks from the stool. She sat down and looked over the 


numerous drums. 


"How did Eric keep all these in order? There's so many," she whispered to herself. She thought about a song 
and began tapping the drums lightly to sound like clapping hands, then tapped the symbols. She began the beat 
of New York Groove. 


Star tapped her hand on her knee, recognizing the beat. She began to softly hum the words to herself, growing 
in volume. She jumped to her feet and walked across the stage, saying. 


"Here | am, again in this city, with a fistful of dollars. And baby, you better believe." 


Once the words began to come out Sarah couldn't resist joining into the lyrics herself. Her drumming was off, 
but it was close enough to recogrize the beat and continue the song. She smiled as she played and was 
overcome with a joy for life. She laughed loudly, a passion engulfed her and she played harder and almost 
bounced in the chair. Was this how Eric would feel? 


Pictures didn't do it justice, but what you could see in photographs and film Eric seemed to be engulfed with 
pleasure as he played. If destiny were true, he'd found his and was thriving. Truly he was where he was meant 
to be in the universe. She opened her eyes and before her a translucent form stood. She at first thought it 
was Star, until it began to clear, it was Eric. 


His eyes shined bright and he grinned with joy as he watched her play. He seemed like a supportive coach as 


the ghostly essence clapped his gloved hands and tapped his foot to the beat. Sarah shrieked and jumped back, 
sending the sticks clicking to the floor and her flat of her back. Star spun around and ran over. 


"Sarah?! You ok?!" 


"Eric! He's.He's!" she pointed, but no one was there. 


"Sarah, what are you talking about?" Star asked, helping her friend to her feet while being mindful of Sarah's 


arm. 
"What did you see, child?" The Elder had a sense of knowing about her. As I'd he knew already what Sarah had 


witnessed. 


"|.Eric..Eric Carr was right there, like he was..encouraging me," she replied. "It.its gotta be a hologram or 
something..something to go with the set," 

"Just as | thought. You have the power of music in you." The Elder explained. 

"Say what?" 


"You two posses spirits bound and woven entirely of music, as do the Warriors. | believe that you have the 


ability and heart to become part of the next generation of Warriors.’ 
"Woah, woah, Woah.. as if we didn't have enough on our minds to deal with..." 


"Tell me, did you feel a pull leasing you to this room? Did you pass the door without stopping to wonder what 


secrets it held? Did these instruments of power not call out to you?" 
Star and Sarah looked at each other, neither one knowing how to react to this new information. 
"But.. that doesn't explain why Eric freaking Carr was encouraging me while | was playing his drums." 


"His spirit is connected to those drums, as is every Warrior to their weapon You have his spirit, child. A rare 


one at that" The Elder smiled kindly. 
‘| understand that this is a lot to take in, but you might be able to unlock your potential in time to assist in 


saving the others." 


"You mean learn to play the drums? | know time passes differently here, but | doubt we have that much time. 
| can't even read music, that was by ear," Sarah gestured to the drums. “Besides, l'm just a nobody cartoonist 


who people forget," 


"Eric..'m nothing like him. You couldn't forget him, I've only ever seen him in pictures and video and | feel like 


"I can't even play one of these instruments to begin with. Sure, | have some first aid practice, but what's that 
to superheroes?" Both Star and Sarah hung their heads, each being overcome with self doubt. 


The Elder looked at them. It was the same as Paul and Gene all those years ago. Paul thought he was a 


terrible singer while Gene thought music lowered his masculinity. 

"The StarChild and Demon felt the same at one time. They too had many doubts, but look where they are now." 
"Imprisoned by a mad man?" 

"Warriors. Guardians. Heroes. They started where you are now. If you really feel that you are nobody, maybe 
it's time to make yourself somebody.” She stood in front of the two girls, looking down on them as if they 
were her own. 


She picked up Mark's guitar, as if examining it. 


"Music is not something taught, it is something felt. Sarah, you felt a surge of new energy while playing, 


correct?" 

Sarah nodded. 

"Music is power. You can't teach it, but you can learn from it” She placed the guitar in Star's hands. 
"Go on" 


Star looked at the foreign instrument her hands. Making sure she was holding it right, taking a deep breath, 
her finger tips gently plucked a cord. Then another. An another. 


There was no rhythm, no specific style or song. Just the sound of things being plucked. It felt odd, but in a 
good way. Her eyes closed as she listened to the sounds, no longer feeling her fingers pluck the strings. Sounds 
became chords, a rhythm and song coming alive. 


It was like new birth. So beautifully unknown. 


"Join her." The Elder handed a pair of drumsticks to Sarah. 


Sarah timidly took the sticks from the woman and say back down. She began to just tap her foot on the bass 
pedal, then added a few taps of the snare. It was nothin at first, but she could feel a hand guide her to 
another drum then another as if teaching her what notes to hit. Her drumming began to evolve into actual 
beats that reverberated in her chest like a second heartbeat, that's when she began to smile. That reverb 


was her favorite part of any concert she'd been to. 


If it didn't make your chest tremble, you weren't loud enough. She began to play louder and faster as the 


musical beat drowned out her own heartbeat. This was what she craved, it was like touching a live wire. She 


surged with energy! 
Ace, Peter, Vinnie, and Bruce were in the main living room after the Elder dismissed them. Each man was in his 
own mind, trying to figure out a plan of action to rescue their friends. 


Suggestions were thrown out, but nothing seemed to be what they needed. One would start off great, but they 
all ended in various ways that were just too risky to try. 


"Hey guys, you feel that?" 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy~ 


The walls leaked with energy, the air rich with power. Everything seemed to be coming alive in a sense. A 
sense that only they as musicians could recognize. Purest joy and untainted magic in its rawest form. As clear 


and open as the heart and soul of a newborn baby. 


They quickly got to their feet, following the energy to it's source. As they neared the room the familiar room, 


they could hear music playing. Unabashed, unashamed, undeniable heart and soul. 


For a moment, they saw Fox in his bright orange glow pounding his heart out into every beat of his drums. 


And Mark shredding his guitar in waves of resounding emotions pulling at the heartstrings. 

But the sight they saw next was beyond their comprehension 

Mark St. John was standing with his back against Star's, leaning on each other, and eyes closed in blissful 
harmony as they both played his ebony guitar. Though they weren't facing each other, their hands moved 


across the strings as one. 


Eric Carr in his full Fox form sat next to Sarah, beating each drum in perfect time with closed eyes. An 


orange glow surrounded them as their faces held nothing but happiness and life. 


Neither girl was aware of anything but the music. It was a whole other world inside themselves and all around 


them. 


The Elder stood in the center of the room, watching the sight as if she were a teacher watching her prized 
students doing what they did best. 


they passed away," 
"Not even us," Ace added. 


"Because your energies have already embedded themselves in you. As you are still alive, the spirit remains 
inside you. Mark StJohn and Eric Carr's energy has been released upon their passings, and now.." the Elder 


explained. 


"And now the girls have it," Bruce smiled. "Its different, sure, but we all were. Every part of us went into KISS 


to make it grow," 
"Like the soil, sun, and water to grow a great oak," Vinnie smiled. Sarah was laughing like a toddler being tickled 


as she played louder and louder. A mask began to take shape across her eyes which were clenched shut with 


the force of her passion 


Wisps of orange light were set free the more she played the drums, floating ad dancing to the sound of her 
pounding heartbeat. They chased the soulful energy in her, encasing her in a brilliant orange glow. She flashed 
like a sun ablaze in passion, warmth like a sizzling fire. 

Her drumming reached an ultimate climax, the energy surrounding her glowing brighter, until it couldn't remain 


in place. Bursts of light and sound as a whole exploded in the room. As the lights faded, Sarah could feel the 


effects of her drumming. 


She pounded the drums harder and harder until finally the song it the climax and she shouted out in 
enthusiastic joy. She put her hands down and panted, sweat dripping from her chin but she seemed to be as 
happy as she'd ever been in her entire life. She smiled and opened her eyes, but gasped in shock to see the 
band members watching her. 

"That was awesomell" Peter exclaimed with enthusiasm. 

Ace had a huge grin on his face while clapping his hands. 

Vinnie nodded his head in approval, also clapping his hands, and a small smile on his face. 


Bruce seemed to have a grin bigger than could fit on his face. 


"Amazing!" 


The mask vanished off of her face and she blushed brightly. 


‘lm sorry! She..The elder..| mean she asked..." She stammered. 


"Don't apologize, curly. That was really incredible!" Ace laughed lightly. 


"Yeah, why didn't you ever tell us you were so good at the drums?" Bruce smirked. 


The Elder walked onto the stage, taking Sarah's hands in her own. 

"You have begun to understand your abilities." She smiled at the girl with pride. "You are meant to play these 
drums." 

"M MEl?! THESE DRUMS!?!" She gasped. "These..." she was speechless. All her life she'd stumble on things that 
seemed to have a spirit to them. These drums however, each one seemed to hold energy like buckets. 

They held so many stories, and she craved to hear each one. Stories of sorrow, joy, friendship, brotherhood, 
family. These drums were a being in and of themselves. She was breathless, she could feel a prescience put a 
hand on her shoulder and lean in. 


They sure have missed being played. You can do it, it's ok. 


"|..." she gasped out. "I'd be honored," 


Star came up behind Sarah an placed a hand on her shoulder. 
| thought you said you couldn't play?" She asked in a teasing tone before taking a more sincere expression. 


‘I'm really proud of you." She move to give her friend a hug, mindful of the guitar still around her body. 


That old 6 string sure could use some love 

A voice spoke in Star's ear. She looked behind herself, but saw no one. She felt a crave wash over her, like a 
child begging for a toy or treat. Was it the guitar? Surely not, it was just a guitar, how could it be asking for 
anything?! 

Absentmindedly, her hands began clutching the instrument closer to herself. 


The Elder gave a knowing look in Star's direction. 


"I believe you both are going to have many adventures together. And now that you've unlocked a part of your 
power, Sarah, it's almost time to rescue the others." 


Star's face fell into a look of war at the mention of the others. Devereaux was going to pay, and pay dearly. 


"Us? Last time didn't go so well," Sarah gulped. 


"But last time we didn't have powers," Star smiled confidently. 
"We don't now, just instruments with personality. We don't have talismans," 


"You mean like this?" The Elder held in her hand a fox head talisman and a cross shaped talisman. 


Both girls gasped in shock, eyes wide as saucers. 
"You.. you can't be serious... us? R-Really?" 
Star looked at the others that cam forward and stood behind the Elder. They held looks of pride, joy, and 


respect. The scene reminded her briefly of how soldiers are honored for heroic deeds and traits. Out of habit, 


she stood straight with her heels together and her head held high. 


The girls tentatively took the talismans and they felt a surge of power. They both smiled widely. 
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"IFs like this is the missing piece to my life. Like I'm where | was always meant to be," Sarah gasped as her 
dirty jeans and torn concert shirt began to change. Starting from her toes, her scuffed tennis shoes began to 
turn bright black leather and go up to her knees with gemstones of amber, diamond, and chrome silver. Her 


pants turned into a frilled black leather skirt with a studded belt of hanging fox tails. 


Her mid drift showed as a black shirt covered her chest and a cropped red leather jacket rested on her 
shoulders. Bright red fox fur cradled her head and neck as a diamond studded collar appeared around her 
throat. Her shoulder length brunette hair became pitch black and brushed to one side as half of her hair 
appeared shaved in intricate designs. Her face went white as a black mask streaked down her eyes and came to 
a point at her nose with a silver tip. To put the bow on top the talisman appeared as her belt buckle, it's 
amber eyes shimmered. 


Star touched the stone cross, holding it close to her heart. A black light swirled around her figure, going up 
her body before creating a halo above her head. It descended down her body, transforming her from head to 


toe. 


Her dark brown, corn-rowed hair unraveled into a cascade of curls that framed her face and reached the 
small of her back. A black and white spotted bandana tied around her forehead, her bangs just barely 


concealing it. Black leather appeared around her chest and arms, silver studs and spikes decorating the jacket. 


The jacket was undone at the top to reveal the cross hanging from a thick choker necklace. Black, fingerless 
gloves covered her hands with silver spikes on the knuckles. Fishnets and a long skirt replaced her dark, loose 
fitting jeans. The skirt was slit in an A-frame to reveal most of her legs. 


Finally, tall, black, leather, high-heeled boots replaced her worn, white sneakers. Silver accents trimmed the 


edges of the skirt, a spiked belt wrapping around her waist in a loose fashion. 
"We look totally awesome!" Star fist bumped the air above her. 
"Whhhhhooooooaaaa, talk about a fashion upgrade!" Sarah looked at her black gloved hands. Her knuckles and 


back of her hand all that showed of her skin through them. They heard a wolf whistle, but nobody knew who it 


came from which only made them chuckle. Sarah twisted the drumsticks in her fingers. 


"Just call me the Vixen," she winked. 


Star looked off in thought. 

"Guess | can't use Star as my nickname anymore, since there's already a StarChild...." 
"You never did tell us what your real name is." 

"Oh, it's Jessica." 


"Jessica... cute name." 


"Hmm... How bout Saint?" 


"Hmmm, what about Angel? Same as Saint only more feminine," Sarah, or Vixen, replied. 


Star grinned. She brought her hands in front of her as if she were saying a prayer. 

"| am...Angell" She opened her hands, spreading them like wongs in a pose. 

The guys stepped forward. 

"Welcome to KISS, Vixen and Angel.” 

The Elder touched her forehead, her face grimacing for a second. 

"The others are in danger. Quickly, you all go to their aid. Angel and Vixen, you go as well. 

The girls looked at one another, earlier they would have believed this was either suicide or a really bad dream, 
but now they understood and nodded. 


"Then everybody get close, time for my solo," Ace winked and motioned with his thumb as if hitch hiking. The 
sparkly, swirling vortex that had brought them too Kissteria now put them at the gate of the abandoned park. 


"Never thought I'd be back at this place," Peter curled his lip in disgust. 
"Ie got bad vibes just lookin at it," Ace replied 


"This place isn't fit for man nor beast,” Vinne acted as if he were receiving a vision 


"And of coarse that's where we need to go," Bruce grunted. 
"Well, at least we already know where they are. There's half the battle," Vixen shrugged. 


"You don't think it would be that easy do you?" Angel asked. Their conversation and arrival had not gone 
unnoticed. Devereaux tapped his finger tips together and a smile split his aged lips into a toothy grin. 


"Oh no girls, | intend to make you work for this prize," he chuckled and pressed a button. The band looked on in 
horror from their cell, their friends, all of them, they were being lured into a trap and this time it wouldn't be 
their image at stake. 

"If you so much as hurt them!" Starchild roared. 

"Oh | have no intention of hurting them MrStarchild," he cut them an evil glare. "That will be your job, when 
the time is right that is," he cackled even louder as the band looked on in disgust from behind the laser bars. 
"If | remember right, we entered through the haunted house," Ace pointed in the direction 

"You must not, cause we were just sucked up from there," Catman replied. 

"Either way it's an entrance," Vixen added. "And any lead is better than none," as the groups' boots clicked on 
the cracking and weed grown pavement it seemed too quiet. Night had fallen at this point and any light they 
had came from the ancient street lamps, kept on to reduce vandalism, not that it helped much it seemed. 

"IIl say it once, Ill say it twice, sneaking into an abandoned theme park is NEVER a good idea," Vixen whispered 
with a hiss. They all stopped short when they heard growling. "Oh for the love of God please tell me that was 
you Mr Criss," 

"Wish | could, but | smell a familiar mix of wires and fur," he scrunched his nose in distaste. The giggling of 
jackels could be heard in the shadows and they all turned slowly to see wolf men in white space suits glaring 
at them with glowing red eyes. 

"Yikes," Ace gulped. 

"Apes is more like it," Vixen finished the statement before Peter could 

"Doesn't matter; they're just robots right?" Ankh Warrior said trying to be bold Truth be told, these 


creatures of the night were creeping him out. 


One of the white animatronics run towards them with great speed, almost barreling into Bruce, who swiftly 


moved out of the way. The others followed this lead and began to charge at the group of heroes. 


Everyone was quick to battle and defend against this poor excuse of a welcoming committee. Many of the 


mechanical monstrosities began to attack with advanced martial arts. 


"Okay, either age is really being a pain," Ace punched the robot that was fighting him, sending it back several 
feet. 


"Or their stronger than last time." Peter leaped off the railing of a rollercoaster, flipping, and landing onto a 
couple robots at once. Instead of crushing them, they lifted him up and threw him right into Vinnie. 


"Hey! Watch it!" He picked himself off the ground, moving swiftly to land several kicks to a charging robot. 


The Catman got to his feet, claws out and shredded the offending machine across its chest. The wound sparked 
and spazzed before it finally fell. 


"Next time, I'll be sure to give you a heads up." Many of the robots were dropping, and it wasn't going 


unnoticed. 


"Ok, so what powers does the fox have?" Vixen looked at the drumsticks in her hands. A robot lunged at her 
and she crossed the sticks to defend herself. When she heard a clang instead of a wooden sound she looked up. 
She looked up to see the claws of the beast catch on blades. 


"Whoa! Now we're talkin!" She smirked. She slashed and sent sparks from the creature. She looked up to see 
Angel cornered, there was no way she could make the span in time to protect her, only she was! "Wait.what?" 
there was a second Vixen fighting. 


"00000000000, | get it. Dopplegangers!” She smiled. A common mystic fox trick, more foxes then there really 


was. She closed her eyes and concentrated, soon images of Vixen appeared beside her like a small army. 


"Ok boys, who's up for some gambling?" she giggled at the robots and sent her copies out into the fray. They 
were easy enough to defeat, dissapearing in smoke upon being hit, but they bought enough time for her to get 
where she needed. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for reading! 


Angel watched as the guys fought the robots, occasionally helping one of them when they needed it. It wasn't 
long before a group of robots started to back her up into a corner. She tried to focus on her powers, but 


Vixen was suddenly before her. 


But, wait. Wasn't she over there fighting another robot? More Vixens appeared and charged at the robots. 
Angel was bewildered, until some of them disappeared upon being hit. 


‘Oh... illusions Must be one of her powers She thought as the real Vixen came running up to her. 
"You okay?" 
"Yeah, thanks. Nice distraction by the way." 


"No problem." Vixen crossed her blades as another robot tried to strike her. With a quick slash across the 


chest, she kicked it to the ground. 
"I wish | could figure out my powers. Look out!" 


A group of robots was coming right for them, but these weren't the same white ones. These were much 


larger, like grizzly bears, and could do much more damage. One brought it's fist down to crush the girls. 
They reacted on instinct, as if they had done this a million times before. Vixen crossed her blades above them 


and Angel put her hands on Vixen's shoulders. An orange flame encased the blades, making them bigger and 


stronger. 

When the large robot brought it's fist down, it hit the flaming blades. The first disintegrated into nothing. 
When Angel let go of Vixen, the flames died down to their original blades. 

‘Cool! | can enhance other powers!" 


"That's something | can use," Ace winked as he offered his hand to her. "How bout we send these microwave 


rejects to the sun?" 


"You bet!" they clapped their hands together and Ace flashed his iconic motion. The robots dissapeared in a 
flash of blue. 


"Talk about a jumpstart," Peter smirked 

Devereaux growled as he watched the screens. He wasn't counting on those two girls gaining powers of their 
own. 

"Come on, the Haunted House is this way, if | remember correctly." 

The trapped band mates grinned in anticipation amd small victory. They were safe and kicking butt! Their faces 
fell though, realizing even if they managed to succeed against those robots. They were gonna be forced to 
fight each other. 

Devereaux pushed some buttons, hobbling over to a different control desk. 

"Let's see how well they do in my house of fear.” 

They all staggered across the wobbly bridge that still had a hole from their previous escapade. Peter forced 
the door open as they all looked inside the attraction 

"It's fake, it's all fake," Vixen gulped. 

"You've never been in a haunted house have you?" Angel asked. 

"NNo, no | haven't," she gulped. 


"This place was hardly a haunted house," Peter commented. "Until the robots came alive and attacked," 


"Oh that makes it much less scary," Vixen grumbled. They crept down the aging stairs and faught their way 
through fake and real cob webs. "Ick, man this is gross," 


"Geez, it's been so long. Where did they back us?" Ace asked. 

"This place isn't huge, between all of us we should be able to find something," Bruce commented. "Just don't 
get bitten by any spiders," 

"So we're splitting up? Don't you guys know that's never a good thing?" Angel commented. 


Lights began to blink on and off, some popping when the lit. Vinnie and Ace had to duck from falling glass and 


flying sparks of electricity. Bruce peaked over a coffin only for a Dracula to grab his shoulder. He backed away 
suddenly and the arm detached, falling to the ground. 


"Ngh... my h-head feels funny." Angel said, touching her head. 
Peter paused and sniffed the air. His ears seemed to twitch. 
"Crap. Abner's pouring drugs in the air system.’ His own head was hurting and his body was feeling heavier. 


Ace had to grab onto a wall for support. Bruce and Vinnie were clutching their heads. Vixen was helping Angel 


stay on her feet. 


“Ace..g.get us..get us out.."Peter grunted. Ace was barely even standing as motioned over his shoulder. Just as 


he flopped over they all dissapeared. Abner roared in anger and bashed his fists into the consol. 

"You didn't think it'd be that easy to take them down did you?" Spaceman scoffed. Abner glared at him. 

"Keep talking boy, and you'll enjoy their suffering twice as long," he snarled. 

"Face it you farce, you're not getting out of this!" Starchild scolded. 

"That may be but I'll make damn sure you won't either!" 

Cold, hard ground. That's what they felt. A light breeze just cool enough to raise goosebumps. Aching joints and 
a pounding in their heads. 

was shinning down on him, making his eyes burn been though they were closed. 

Angel slowly came to her senses enough to realize they were no longer at the Haunted House. I+ looked like 
some sort of parking lot just outside of the park. Carefully, she sat herself up as she felt her strength 
returning. Her eyes scanned the area and found the others still lying on the ground, a few completely 
UNCONSCIOUS. 

She looked to see Vixen at her side, fighting o stay conscious. 

"Hey. Stay with me, okay." She placed her hand on Vixen's neck to check her pulse. A white glow left her finger 


tips and spread into the other girls veins. Her eyes opened, blinking a couple times. Angel smiled and helped her 


to her feet. 


“Apparently, | can heal too. Help me take care of the others, please." 


"Wow, you're coming in handier than | am," Vixen giggled as she turned to Bruce to help him up. 

"Ok, so he deffinatly knows we're here," Ace grunted. 

"And knows where we go," Peter added. 

"We don't we use that against him," Vixen commented. "Just let him think he's running us into hsi trap," 

| only have two abilities. You at least have some fighting skills and a weapon" The other girl replies with a 
smirk as she touched Vinnie's neck to heal him. 

“That is a good idea, Vixen. Let's see if we can come up with a plan of action" Bruce patted her on the back. 


Meanwhile, Devereaux was checking every single camera. Those drugs he added to air system definitely limited 


them. There's no way they could have gotten far. 

"Give it up, Devereaux. You won't win" StarChild insisted 

"Let us go and I'll only beat your wrinkly ass-" 

"That's enough out of youl" Abner spoke into a microphone. All four men in the cage winced in pain, crying out 
as they clutched their heads. Their captor didn't even grin He was focused on finding and bringing the other 
Warriors to his lab. 

He needed them all there, otherwise his revenge wouldn't be completed. 

‘lm tryin to remember where we came out once we were free," Ace scratched his head. "Sure is hard to 
remember back that far," 


"Its hard to even remember the ITlOs at all," Catman smirked. 


"The guy is bound to have found us, we just have to wait until he decides to share his toys with us," Bruce 


clenched his fist. 
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"Evil lairs..evil lairs.if | had an evil lair where would | put it?" Vixen stroked her chin. "Usually it's a pretty 
obvious place, short of an entrance sign," 

"Hmmm obvious." Ace was still deep in thought 

"Is it just ingrained in villain DNA for their lairs to be so flashy and out in the open?" Angel asked. 
"Flashy..." 


"Often it's ego that leads a decission such as that," The Ankh Warrior commented. "Overcompensation, you 


could say," 


"YEa, it's like ‘hey | know its supposed to be secret but let me put it under the BIGGEST thing in the park," 


Vixen teased. 


"That's it! | remembah! It's back that way near the Ferris whee-" Ace accidentally made his icon hand gesture 


and they teleport-ed into the middle of the lab. 
"Well | guess that's one way to find a secret lab," Angel blinked. They looked around at the hanging wires and 


cob webs, flinching at the robotic carnage all around. They could hear crackling electricity and could barely 


breath for the dust in the air. 

The sound of shuffling footsteps could be heard. All looked towards the sound, spotting the age old madman. 
The resident psychopath, Abner Devereaux. 

"| wasn't expecting you to let yourselves in," He laughed dryly. His voice raspy and almost inhuman. 


"Where are the others?!" Peter demanded. They all took a defensive position, just in case he tried something. 


And of course, he was prepared. 


| should thank you for bringing yourselves to me... saves me the effort of trying to find you." He wheezed a 
bit, but they knew better than to underestimate him. Abner smirked at them. 


At that moment, four creatures Ace, and Peter hoped never to see again marched into the lab, one on each 


side of the room. Their deformed state clear of most of the fake flesh. That hollow look in their glowing eyes. 
The robotic members of KISS. 


"How?! | thought those things crashed and burned!" Ace said, surprised to find those things still active. 
"You'd be surprised what stays alive when you have nothing but anger and revenge to keep you going. And 
they have a new... ability. Just for you. I'm sure you'll find it too much to handle." With a wave of his hand, 
the robots stepped forward to engage in battle. 

"Don't let them too closell They're why the guys lost it!" Vixen warned. 

"They have a seriously deadly love bite," Angel growled. 

"Ok girls, we'll handle these tin soldiers. You go try and find the others," Bruce whispered toward them. 

The girls moved aside as the four Warriors each faced a nightmarish knock off. The battle started almost 
immediately and he girls left the scene as fast as they could. 

"Which way should we go? This place is probably littered with traps, so we should think before we run head 


first. Where would a mad scientist bent on revenge keep his prisoners that are also his personal puppets?" 


"How bout that bright, electric cage?" Vixen pointed. Sure enough, the band was standing behind beams of light, 
watching in horror as their friends battled their evil copies. 
"How did | miss that? Oh, well" The two ran up to the cage. "Guys!" 


At first, they looked relieved, then confused. They recognized their voices, but since when did they have 


costumes. 

"Are those...?" Demon questioned, eyeing the Fox Talisman and the Cross Talisman. 
"Yup, they sure are." Vixen replied. 

"Nicel Finally, we got some female Warriors." Tommy commented. 

"Where are the controls for the cage?" Angel asked. 


‘Over there." StarChild pointed to a nearby control panel. 


"Care to do the honors, Vixen?" 
"On it," she nodded and dashed toward the console. She was about to press the button when a blast sent her 
flying across the floor. 


"Congratulations girls, you've become quite the thorn in my side," the old man sneered. The robots threw the 


older warriors to the floor, defeated Another robot grabbed Angel by the arms to pin her. 
‘Leave em alone!" Paul shouted 

"Oh the time for that is far past Starchild,' 

"Your plan..will never work," Vixen grunted. He looked down at her with a sinister glee. 

"Oh? And why's that?" 


"Because KISS would never hurt a fan," she spat back. "No matter what you do, or how high tech your gadgets 


are. You'll never force them to hurt anyone," 
"Wanna bet?" he pressed a button in his pocket and Demon growled as he clenched his head. 


"Genel No! You have to fight it!" Paul begged. Gene roared in anguish until he opened his eyes to show bright 
red, Devereaux had him. "GENE!" 


"That's right MrSimmons, come to me," Abner instructed. Demon walked right through the bars as he alone 


was released. "Turn this fox into a wall mount," He stomped toward Vixen on the floor. 
"Mr Simmons," she struggled to stand in her big boots. "Demon | won't fight you," 
"You'd better, or you'll end up as barbeque,’ Abner hissed. 


"No | won't! Because Gene Simmons would never hurt a fan!" she looked back to the ever engrossing Demon. 


"You won't hurt me, | trust you," Demon inhailed as a light began to grow in his throat. 

'GENE!"Paul gasped 

"Demon don't!" Spaceman shouted 

"Get ahold of yourself!" Eric barked. Everyone shouted to try and get his attention away from Vixen 


"Gene, you're my friend,"Her image seemed to split into two. Sarah, and Eric Carr. Both seemed to inhabit the 


same space at the same time. "You won't hurt me, | trust you," Demon released his flame which engulfed her. 


It made such a bright light, no one could see. Everyone shielded their eyes as Deveereaux cackled with mad 


delight. 


As the light faded, silence and disbelief filled the air. Everyone opening their eyes to one of the most 
unsuspected sights they could witness. There, standing in front of Vixen, was the glowing image of Eric Carr. 
His arms crossed over him for protection against the Demon's flames. 
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He lowered his arms to his side, his fingers having claws at the tips. Devereaux ceased his laughing and 
watched on pure shock and unexpected terror at the sheer power radiating from the figure. 


Eric looked back at Sarah and held out his hand to her. She looked upon him in awe, tentatively taking his hand. 
He helped her to her feet. 


"Thank you. For everything." He kissed her knuckles, then looked in her eyes. "Don't ever change, Sarah." 

With that, he turned back to face his friend and mentor. His eyes flashed, glowing orange and blazing like fire. 
His whole outlook seemed to shift with his mood change. He knew who was responsible for making his family 
suffer. He turned to the old scientist. 

"6-Get him!" Devereaux shouted, his voice trembling. 

"No." He didn't shout, but that one single word held far more authority coming from this entity. 

"Gene." The Fox stepped towards the man he looked up to. "You don't have to listen to him. Fight it. | know you 
can, and | know you won't hurt me. Now, fight!" He grabbed Gene's shoulder where the chip was located. It was 
a common gesture between friends, but at that moment, it meant so much more. 


Gene's eyes shifted from glowing red to his normal dark, onyx eyes. 


"Thanks," was all he uttered. It was hard to tell if it were toward Sarah, or Eric's essence. Either way, The 


Demon was free, and the demon was pissed as hell. He threw his head back in a mighty roar. 


"Now that's the Gene | remember!" Peter smirked. He elbowed his way out of the robot that held him. Vixen 
dashed to the control panel and slammed her gloved fist onto the console. The electric beams flickered then 


died, freeing KISS. 


"Angel, lets remove some unwanted accessories," Vixen shouted Peter had freed her from her robot captor 


and she dashed up the silver steps and ran her hand across each of their backs. A tingle went up their spins 


as the chips died. 


"I'm not usually one to get emotional," Paul clenched his fists as his eye glowed. "But now you've gone and made 


me mad Devereaux and that's a very dangerous thing to do," 


Eric Carr took one last look at his family. His form glowed a bit brighter before shrinking into a small orb of 
light and swiftly was absorbed into the Fox Talisman on Vixen's belt. Everyone was more than mad and moved 
towards Devereaux. 

"You didn't think it was over, did you?" He backed himself into a wall as they drew nearer. He smirked once 
they stood in front of him. The size difference extremely intimidating, the looks on their faces weren't helping 
that fact. And yet, he grinned. The kind where you know something no one else knows. 


"What are you up to, Devereaux?" StarChild demanded, which Abner apparently found hilarious as he laughed 
for a minute. He moved his hand on his cane and pushed a hidden button. 


The whole place shook as explosions could be seen and heard across the lab. 

"Are you crazy?!" 

"You're gonna bury us alivell" 

"You includedll" 

This only earned more cackles from the small, psychotic man. He pushed the button again. This time his body 
twitched, falling to the ground. He had electrocuted himself into an instant death. The coward took the easy 
way out. 

"Ace what are you waiting for?! Get us outta here!" Demon shouted. 

"Concentrate!" Starchild shouted. 

"I'm tryin, there's too man!" Ace panted. 

"Then how about a second?" Spaceman put a hand on Ace's shoulder. 

"And a little jump start never hurts," Angel held both their shoulders. Ace nodded and tossed his icon thumb 
over his shoulder and the whole group vanished as rocks crushed the spot they'd been on. They landed outside 
the park and watched in horror as the place caved in on itself. 


"He brought the whole park down," Vixen gasped. 


"That guy was beyond loony," Angel scoffed. 


"Is everyone alright?" Paul asked breathlessly. 


"Yeah, | think so." 

"We're all good. Thanks to these two little heroes." 

Eric riddles Vixen's hair while Tommy put an arm around Angel's shoulder. 

"| pray this is the last we see of this place." Demon growled out. 

"Agreed," everyone nodded. The girls began to shine as their costumes began to fade away. They were left 
holding their respective talismans and just slightly light headed as they appeared as they had just before their 
visit to Kissteria. 

"Here," Sarah offered the fox talisman to Paul. "It should be kept safe," 

Star held her Talisman out to Gene. Both men looked at each other, then the others. All of them nodded in 


turn. Thy took the ancient items, holding them delicately. 


"You know," Paul started, "| remember when Gene and | got our Talismans for the first time. We didn't want 


them" 

‘Didn't know how much they would mean to us down the road." Gene spoke up. 

"But we were chosen, nonetheless. They chose us for a reason. Call it fate or destiny,” 
"The fact remains, they were and are a part of us." 


Both men handed the Talismans back to the girls. As they did, two figures stood in the distance behind the two 


young women Mark St. John and Eric Carr stood smiling down at the two females. 

"And | can't think of any safer place than with you." 

The girls looked at each other, then down to the talismans, then the band. Sarah's eyes shimmered and she 
whiped her face to try the tears she was moved to. 


‘Guess | should buy a drum kit," she giggled. 


"And | should start taking guitar lessons." Star was vigorously wiping her eyes, but she was overcome with 
emotion. 


Mark and Eric both gave one final bow, disappearing in the light of the first rays of dawn. 


Paul embraced the girls in a hug. 


"Lets get back, after all? Don't we have a concert?" He winked 


Star grinned widely, bouncing on her toes like a little kid. 
"Can we play?" 
Gene laughed a bit, placing his hands on his hips. 


"Not yet, but soon. Now, let's rock and rolll" 


"We'll be catching you guys later," Peter smirked. 
"But, come on, won't you play with them?" Sarah asked. 
lll never let anything bad happen to these guys, but we just don't really harmonize anymore," he said kindly. 


"But we're always brothers in rock and roll," Paul encouraged. 
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e'll be seeing you again Tor sure, Those Talismans mean more Than just awesome power," Ace explained. 
"We'll b g you again f those tal than just power," Ace explained 


"Those mean that you're a part of Kissteria, and everyone in it, you'll never be alone when you need partners," 


Bruce gave a thumbs up. 
"Until then," Vinne bowed and in another cosmic flash,they were gone. 


‘| mean | know you guys had your differences, but | kinda had hoped you could play together again," Sarah 
sighed. 


"Think of it this way," Gene began. "KISS is like a person, as you grow up yor needs change and things you used 


to need you don't need anymore," 


"It doesn't mean they aren't important, in fact they helped make you who you are," Paul continued. "One day 


even we will no longer be needed, and KISS will pass on to flaming youths like you," Sarah nodded. 
"Yea, you are who you are because of who you used to be," she touched the talisman in her hand. "Now lets 


go rock!" 


Once they all made it back to the hotel, some explanations needed to be given Nothing they couldn't handle, 
swing as they have destroyed a hotel room nearly every time they got one. After that, it was straight to the 


concert hall to prepare for that night's event. And what an event it was! 


The stage was prepped and ready to go, fitted with only the best lights, fog machines, and other equipment. 
Truly, a work of art. Then came the fun part. 


KISS entered the stage in their own unique way, lighting the crowd with jubilee. 
"You wanted the best and you got it! The hottest band in the world... KISSI!" 


"Thank you everyone! It's great to be here and play for all you fans out there. But, before we begin, there's 
something we'd like to say." 


"No matter who you are or where you come from, everyone has something out there waiting just for them. 
"Don't let the opportunities of life pass you by!" 

"Enjoy the little things of life!" 

"Never give up on yourselves!" 


"Cause you, and only you, are capable of doing great things... now let's Rock ad Roll All Night and Party 
Everyday!" 


The crowd cheered and roared, clapping as the music started with a literal bang of confetti. The music made 
people come alive, it made them unafraid, and best of all, it made them happy. This music filled everyone with 


joy and excitement, pure adrenaline had nothing on this feeling. 


Two girls stood in the audience, clapping and jumping around with other people. They knew this power, they 
were a part of this power, and they couldn't be happier. 


